THE    MEMOIRS    OF
obscene puddle with the other abominations of this dormi-
tory of beasts and men.
Old Biddy was lying prone in a corner, and one of her
sons, after trying to raise her, discovered that her hand was
covered with blood.
*Ochone! ochone! Mother darlint,' he cried in a wailing
voice, 'tell your own Pat who's been afther killing you, ands
by the Jakus, I'll make him smell brimstone in hell, so I
will.5
However the blood had come on her hand, there was
nothing worse wrong with the old lady but that she was
drunk? and as with the efforts of her family to restore her,
her consciousness came back, she opened her eyes to a reality
she seemed not to recognize.
'Wirrah! wirrahT she exclaimed. 'Where am I? Shure
it's lost and destroyed, kilt and murdered I am, in the ind
of me days!'
They asked her who had beaten her, and as she was about
to reply, she saw the overturned rum keg. The agility with
which she leapt to her feet reassured her distracted children,
and in a moment she was drinking heartily from the bung-
hole, and mouthing lamentations over the loss of so much
good liquor. After the rest of the hut-dwellers had followed
her example, every one retired to rest, Rashleigh and his
travelling companion being given a straw shakedown on a
sheet of bark before the fire.
They were the first to wake next morning, and at once
the younger man made a fire, swept up the earthen floor,
and tidied up the hut, so that little evidence of last night's
battle remained when their hosts arose. Immediately after
breakfast, followed by a drop of the craythur at the insistence
of Biddy, the two men went on their way, promising to call
again if ever they were passing that way.
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